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OBIT.

BY TV. T.WHELAK.,

Ecne caU it lnck, dear brother Jim,
Some term it common lense;

"While others rtill with equal vim
Pronounce it Providence ;

But I believe, in spite of all,
Fate, Providence, or wit.

d luck or brazen gall,
It's proper name is "grit."

Tis well for those, dear brother Jim,
With time and cash to spare

To lift their hearts and hands to Him
In everlasting prayer.

But prayer alone won't win the fight,
In spite of holv writ;

'Tis acts that tell or wrong or right,
And actions call for "grit."

I've seen in trial tests of speed
The horse that balks or Dreaks,

Although he sometimes takes the lead,
He Lever takeB the stakes.

Tfhile on-th- e stride,"
Though slower on the bit,

Is often on the winning side
Because he's got the "grit."

I've seen some fellows in my time,
Good, noble men and strong.

With hearts less human than divine,
ho couldn't get along.

No matter where you placed them, Jim,
They didn't seem to fit:

Ihey couldn't win or sink or swim;
Ihey didn't have the "grit."

Amid the countless ills of life,
Its pleasures and its woes,

1 he strongest factors in the strife
Are Etealy licks and blows;

And though we may not always win
We nevtr will submit.

But still wade in, dear brother Jim,
And die like men of "grit."

AT SIXES AND SETENS.

I wear No. 6" and she looked at her hand
'Twas the hand of a goddess, even.

"And your, I suppose" and she hot him a
ft glance

"Are something over seven."

"No, only just over six," he said,
As he placed his band upon hers.

' Why, really," she laughed, "if that be bo,
You certainly ought to take honors."

"Oh! give them to me and I'll take them, dear."
She looked demure; and just, he avers,

His mustache went rushing against her lips
'Twas a case of sixeB and sevens.

Boston Globe

THE WUMP.

The bugwump comes when the hour is late
To the pane where the light Is shining,

And the nugwump stands at the garden gate,
His arms the maid entwining.

rugwump waits for the stealthy wink,
e brand denominating,
the jugwump gaily takes a drink

iom the jug while his hook he's baiting.

e pugwump kisses the nose of her pet,
And lolds him to her bosom,
nd the mugwump waits for his office yet,
And well, we must excuse him.

Boston Courier.

The Doctor's Story.

One evening a poor physician eat in
his room in Florence wishing that some
christian soul would have pity upon his
meagerly tilled purse and tail ill where
he should he forced to take the case in
charge. Not the smallest accident or the
most trifling sickness had come into his
hands for weeks, and starvation was
staring him in the face. At this mo-

ment a man wrapped in a dark mantle
glided into the room, addressing me for
I who write am the hero of the story by
name: "I need your assistance, doctor,"
he said, in an agitated whisper, "not for
the living but for the dead. My sister,
who came here with me on a visit to
Bomd relatives from our home in a for-
eign country, has just died, and before
interring her remains in this strange
land I desire, according to the custom of
our family, to carry away with me her
embalmed heart, that so much of her at
least may repose among the ashes of our
kindred. My mission is to ask if you
will assist me in this painful duty. It is
necessary that it be done at night, and
quietly, since we do not wish to start the
tongues of the gossips, or to allow . the
servants of the nouse to become aware of
it. Here is the certificate of her death,
signed by her regular physician, and as
an earnest of my willingness to make the
visit worth your while, allow me to lay
this purse of gold upon your table."

Seeing the glimmer of the large, bright
pieces in the flames of my expiring
lamp, I could no longer hesitate. Be
sides the straightforward manliness of
my visitor and his evident emotion quite
won my sympathy. I followed him and
after along walkduring the latter part
of which I consented to be led blindfold-
ed we stopped at the small side gate of
a large and stately palace. Opening this,
we ascended in the dark, a winding stair-
case, emerging in a dimly lighted corri-
dor. Preceding me with noiseless foot-
steps, the stranger touched the spring of
a secret door, which flying back revealed
a lofty chamber lighted by a silver lamp
swinging between marble columns. Here
on a low couch lay the body of a beauti-
ful young girl.

"You will excuse my personal attend-
ance, doctor," said my guide turning
away his face as if to conceal his tears.
"It is more than I can bear, and I shall
wait without until vourtask is finished."

After a brief examination of my sub-
ject, who lay as if disposed for burial,
and noting with interest the fact of her
extreme youth and beauty, I prepared to
make an incision in the region of her
heart. Quickly, but less skillfully than
usual, I plunged my long, sharp knife in-
to her breast when horror unspeaka-
ble! the dead girl stirred, opened a pair
of dark, imploring eyes, moaned once, as
the blood gushed in a current over the
bed, and then lay motionless as when I
had seen her first So completely did
this circumstance unnerve me that my
hand was paralyzed. Evidently the
case had been one of suspended anima-
tion, and the hand that might have res-
cued the poor girl from the jaws of death
had but served to hurl her into them.
Dizzy and despairing, cursing the pov-
erty that had led me to accept this fatal
commission, not daring to look a second
time at my victim upon her blood-staine- d

bier, I dashed my knife upon the
floor and fled. The door opened easily,
but my visitor was nowhere to be seen.
My wish now was to avoid him, and 1
rushed headlong down the long stone
staircase into the courtyard, into the
street, believing the stars above a thous-
and watchers sat there to taunt me.
How I finally reached home I know not,
but when I found my self once more in
the quiet of my poor room, everything as
I bad left it, books in their places, the
cat purring, my mother's picture looking
at me with a smile from the frame above
my bed, I felt as if I had been wander-
ing like Cain with a mark upon my
brow during aoentury of woe. Throw

ing myself upon my couch I hid my face
in my pillow, trying to shut out the look
of her dying eyes. Not until day broke
did I fall in a tortured sleep, awakening
from which toward mid-da-y with a start
I tried to persuade myself that the
events of the night were nothing but a
dream. But there is the drawer, where
I had locked them on going out, were the
gold pieces, a silent but eloquent remind-
er of my misfortune. Seizing the purse
with feverish fingers, I set out for a long
tramp in the environs of the city, deter-
mining to bury the accursed thing out of
mv sight forever. In a remote spot on a
solitary hillside I made its grave, wisn-ingthatlt-

might rest beneath the
sod. As I walked home hunger and

nvpmrtwpred me. I crave my last
bit og copper to a woman who was milk-

ing her cow, receiving in return a
draught of the foaming fluid. This sus-

tained me to reach home again, and in
the street I met an old comrade, who,
rallying me on my wild looks, invited
me to breakfast As I had had no sup-

per the night before, poor human nature
urged me to accept, and with the hot
coffee, the rolls, the fruit and the omelet,
a semblance of comfort stole into my
heart. While talking with my friend an
undercurrent of thought about the trag-
edy kept lapping up ovbr every other
finhient. as the tide comes in that noth
ing can hold back, Then it occurred to
me to wonder if the brother, finding my
mission unaccomplished, would not re-

turn to remonstrate with me, and to take
away the money I had not earned.
How could I explain to him the reason
of my failure and my flight? Yes, surely,
he would come to seek me, and as an
honest man it was my duty to face him.
As to explaining to him, that was an-

other matter. Only one person in the
world could have told him that my
knife was plunged into a living breast
and not a dead one, and she would speak
no more. Why harrow her survivors
with the unavailing knowledge of her
brief return to life? After all I had acted
without knowledge and at the instiga-
tion of the one who loved her best. Cer-

tainly he loved her, as brothers rarely
love their sisters, it seemed to me. I re-

called the shudder with which he turned
from a brief glance at the bed of death,
and the sob in his voice that came, ap- -

farently, from mighty grief. Assuredly,
see him again. Even now he

might be awaiting me at my ledgings.
As I rose to eo mv friend, who had

been carelesly looking over a journal of
the morning, read aloud a paragraph an-

nouncing that this was the wedding day
of the voune Princets N , a Russian
beauty, famous of late in Florentine
society, who was to marry Prince L ,

a Boman nobleman, as young, rich and
well born as herself. "Let us go to the
church door," suggested Paul, my friend,
"even if we are not bidden. A cat may
look at the king, and all the world may
admire a bride alighting from her car-
riage." Excusing myself on the plea
that my garments did not entitle me to
a place even upon the pavement, I broke
away from him and returned to my soli-
tary room. As I mounted the steps I
walked Blower, dre'ding the apparition
of my visitor of the previous night. I
opened the door to find that the room
was empty and undisturbed. But upon
my table lay a parcel.and tearing it open
I saw within my bloody knife enfolded
in a paper on which these words were
written:

"I return to you your property, my
somewhat careless and decidedly ner-
vous doctor. You will probably never
hear from me again, buv consider your
gold well earned."

A cold sweat broke out upon my brow.
Now indeed had my. feet touched the
waters ofa dark and unknown sea. Could
it be that I was the instrument of a
crime?

I pass over the anguish of that day.
In the evening, able no longer to endure
my thoughts, 1 went out to a cheap cafe
where I could venture to ask for a sim-
ple meal on trust, since by
would arrive the small allowance sent
me by my widowed mother every month.
I asked for little, but I ate less. In my
dazed state I was conscious that people
around me were talking excitedly. By
and by some newcomer suggested to
have the story over which they were all
gabbling told connectedly. Thus it was
that, like a creature in a dream. I heard
of the tragedy with which Florence that
day was ringing the tale of an infamous i

attack the night before upon lovely
Princess N on the eve of her wed-
ding day by some unknown miscreant,
who, Btabbing her while she lay asleep,
had left her there dead. That she did
not die was a marvel, but the stab,
though deep, was not necessarily mortal.
Clearly the assassin's hand must have
wavered in his aim. AlmoBt immediate-
ly the attendants, roused by some noise
in the princess' room, had found her, and
by prompt measures the unfortunate
lady was restored to consciousness. Al-
though hardly possible that she could
survive, the physicians yet gave' some
hope. Useless to speak of the sorrow
befalling the noble household of it or the
young bridegroom thus cruelly robbed of
his intended. Much more was printed
and said regarding the murderer, his
motive, and the search for him that was
to be set on foot, but for that I care little.
I was ready to deliver myself up at that
moment, ifit could serve to expose the
villian who had used me for his tool.
When I returned home again to medi-
tate upon the best course for me to fol-
low I found another note from the de-
stroyer ofmy peace, curt and mysterious
as the preceding.

"Fear nothing, doctor. You are Bafe
and unsuspected. Our patient has
escaped us."

Some years later I went one evening
to the opera. Looking up at the array
otbeauties above me I saw her. Never
to be forgotten was the exceedingly
white skin, with the large, dark eyes
and hair of raven blackness. She wore
a robe ofwhite with row after row of
priceless pearls around her throat

"That's the beautiful Princess L,"
said a gossip near me. "She has just
returned to Florence with her husband
for the first time since the tragedy that
so nearly cost her life. Do .you know
there was a rumor that she had been
drugged in some powerful fashion before
the murder was attempted, but the
whole affair was so hushed up that little
was ever really known about it"

"Strange that no clew was found to
suggest a motive for the crime," rejoined
his neighbor. "If ehe, young, loving,
and belbved,was so attacked, who is safe?
That handsome man in the back of her
box, who is leaning over her shoulder
see, he has just withdrawn into the
shadow is her husband, I supposes?"

No, the Prince is the slight, youthful
one, who is talking with the lady in red
velvet The other yes, there he comes

forward is the Count deS., who has
been so long absent on ms travels in
the east. They used to say he was a
suitor for her hand, but apparently the
fancv is foreotten."

There, sitting at her elbow with an air
oieasyconndencej sviaenuy tne trusted
and firm friend of wife and husband
I saw my enemy and hers.

The Seven Days' Fight.
From General Longstreet's contribu-

tion to the Century war series, in the
July number, we quote the following:
"The federals withdrew after the battle;
and the next day I moved on around by
the route which it was .proposed we
should take the day before. I followed
the enemv to Harrison's Landing, and
Jackson went down by another route in
advance of Lee. As soon as we reached
the front of the federal position we put
out our skirmish-lines- , and I ordered an
advance, intending to make another at-

tack, but revoked it on Jackson urging
me to wait until the arrival of General
Lee. Very soon General Lee came, and,
after carefully considering the position
of the enemy and of their gun-boat- s on
the James, decided it would be better to
forego any further operations. Our
skirmish-line- s were withdrawn, we or-

dered our troops back to their old lines
around Bichmond, and a month later
McClellan's army was withdrawn to the
north.

The seven days' fighting, although a
decided confederate victory, was a suc-
cession of mishaps. If Jackson had ar-

rived on the 26th the day of his own
selection the federals would have been
driven back from Mechanicsville with-
out a battle. His delay there, caused by
obstructions placed in his road by the
enemy, was the' first mishap. He was
too late in entering the fight at Gaine's
Mill, and the destruction of Grapevine
bridge kept him from reaching Frayser's
farm until the day after that battle. If
he had been there, we might have de-

stroyed or captured McClellan's army.
Huger was in position for the battle of
Frayser's farm, and after his batteries
had misled me into opening the fight he
subsided. Holmes and Magruder, who
were on the New Market road to attack
the federals as they passed that way,
failed to do so.

General McClellan's retreat was suc-
cessfully managed; therefore, we must
give it credit for being well managed.
He had 114,000 men, and insisted to the
authorities at Washington that Lee had
200,000. In fact, Lee had only 90,000.
General McClellan's plan to take Bich-
mond by a siege was wise enough, and it
would have been a success if the confed-
erates had consented to such a program.
In spite of McClellan's excellent plans,
General Lee, with a force inferior in
numbers, completely routed him, and
while suffering less than McClellan, cap-

tured over c ten thousand of his men.
General Lee's plans in the seven days'
fight were excellent, but were poorly ex-
ecuted. General McClellan was a very
accomplished soldier and a very able en-
gineer, but hardly equal to the position
of field-marsh- as a military chieftain.
He organized the army of the Potomac
cleverly, but did not handle k skilfully
when in actual battle. Still I doubt if
his refreat could have been better
handled, though the rear of his army
should have been more positively either
in his own hands or in the hands of
Sumner. Heintzelman crossed the White
Oak swamp prematurely and left the rear
of McClellan's army exposed, which
would have been fatal had Jackson come
up and taken part in Magiuder's affair
of the 29th, near Savage Station."

Oar Flag.
St. Nicholas for July.

The subject oi a flag or standard was
considered early in the continental con-
gress; and, on the 14th of June, 1777,
this resolution was passed:

Rcsohed, That the flag of the thirteen United
States be thirteen Etripes, alternate ied and
white; that the union be thitteen s ars, white, in
a blue field, representing a new cons ellation.

The admission into the union, after
the establishment of the present govern-
ment, of Vermont and Kentucky as new
states, caused the number of stars and
stripes to be increased to fifteen each;
and the subsequent addition of five other
states led to the following enactment,
which is yet in force, approved on the
4th of April, 1818:

An act to establish the flag of the United States.
Be U enacted bu the Senate and Souse of Reore- -

sentauves or tne unuea states of America in om
gress assembled, That from and after the 4th day
of July next, the flag of the United etates be thir-
teen horizDntal Btrip-- e, alternate red and white,
that the union be twenty stars, white in a blue
field.

8ec. 2. And be U jurther enacted, That on the
admission of eveiy new state into the union one
star be added to the union of the flatr. and that
such addition shall take effect on the 4th day of
juiy men next succeeding sucn admission,

Whenever, therefore, an American
sees this glorious ensign of his country,
the stripes recall to his mind the birth
of the republic, with the events that sur-
rounded it; the stars suggest its wonder-
ful development in size, in resources,
and in power; and, in homage to the na-
tional grandeur and protective authority
which it represents, whereverhe beholds
it whether in mid-ocea- n 'floating at the
head of a passing ship, or waved aloft in
the streets of foieign lands he lifts his
hat to it with a patriotic feeling of filial
love and pride.

Proverbs.
Merchant Traveler.

It is easier to tell a lie than to catch a
fish.

A woman's bonnet mu3t be orthodox
before her prayer book is.

winter sets in wnen poverty comes.
Principles, not pulpits, make a church.
The knife that cuts a custard pie may

also cut a throat.
The best fitting coat is one that is paid

for.
God makes the roses and the devil

puts the thorns on.
The hand opens when the heart does.
The sculptured face on a gold coin may

be beautiful, butneither tears nor smiles
ever break its monotony.

Hearts build religion for brains to tear
down.

Girls think men are all soul; women
know they are all stomach.

The preacher turns love'e young dream
into a nightmare.

Fortune feeds soup to most men with
a fork.

Gipsy Peculiarities,
Pall Ma'l Gazette.

Few more fantastic scenes can be con-
ceived than a gipsy wedding. The place
usually chosen io a sand pit In tro
long rows, fronting each other, the at-

tendants ake their stand, leaving a path
in the middle, half way down which a
broomstick is held up about eighteen
inches above the ground. The bride-
groom is called, walks down the path,
steps over the broomstick and awaits
the maiden's arrival, She, too, is called,
walks down between the two rows of

gipsies, lightly trips over the stick, and
is then received into the arms of her
husband. A few days of fasting follow,
and then the wild, wandering life is re-
sumed. Children grow up in the tent or
van, and a3 the wants become greater
the gipsy matron adds another to her
resources for making a livelihood. The
fortunes she predicts to the farmer's
blooming daughter bring many a meal
to her hungry family, and the elegantly
lady who allows her stealthily to enter
her rich home rewards her with money
or cast-of- f clothes, when from ths lines
of her hands she has been foretold a fu-
ture full of splendor. Old age comes
slowly to the gipsy race; weakness, pain
and suffering are strangers among them,
and the physician's craft is despised, as
are all the other institutions of the
Gorjos. But when death at length enters
the gipsy's tent he is borne uncoffined to
his last resting place, deep in the forest
or on the lonely heath, and as often as
their wanderings bring the gipsey to the
place where one of "our people" is laid
to rest they stop and pay a short tribute
to the memory of him who sleeps be-
neath the moss or heather.

KANSAS CUUKCHES.

items of Interest Concerning Them.

There is no Episcopal organization in
Emporia.

A colored church is being erected at
Jtsurnngton, (Joflee county.i

A Swedish Evangelical church has
been organized at Saron, Cloud county.

The Presbyterians ot Burimgame are
agitating the question of building a
church.

A Methodist Episcopal church at
Bochester, Kingman county, has been
organized.

LThe Christian church of Marion has
filed its charter with the secretary of
state at Topeka.

The charter of the First Christian
church of Lawrence has been filed with
the secretary of state.

The society of Dunkards have com-
menced their new church building at
Augusta, Butler county.

Bev. M.T. Smilker, of Independence,
has been HoldingBUccessful meetings at
the Catholic church in Thayer, which
have resulted in numerous accessions to
the church.

Burlington Patriot: The laying of the
corner stone of the Second Missionary
Baptist church of Burlington occurred
last week. A large number of people
from abroad were present to witness the
dedicatory services.

Recorder: The Christian denomina-
tion of Westmoreland are in earnest
about erecting a church building, and axe
laying tneir pians tnat it may oe possi-
ble for them to worship in their own
edifice ere snow flies again.

Emporia Republican: Bev.W. I. Brooks
found the U. P. congregation here two
years ago with fourteen members and
no house, prayer meeting nor Sunday
school; he leaves them with over sixty
members, a good house, a good weekly
prayer meeting, and a Sunday school of
over sixty members. Mr. Brooks goes
to Miltonvale, Cloud county, Kansas. It
is expected that another gentleman will
soon take the place he leaves.

Independence Tribune: The Friends
church is now firmly established in

with its large number of
christian workers, will make itself felt
in the work of the Master. Heretofore
they have been worshiping from house
to house, but now they prove a church
of their own. The building is about
33x55, high ceiling, well lighted with
two pane windows,and the inside finish-
ed in pine, with oil finish. It is neat,
pretty, and a credit to the society.

Ellsworth Reporter: A rapidly growing
city will naturally create a demand for
an increase of churches. The Presby-
terian's are planning to repair and beau-
tify their already comfortable house of
worship. The Methodist have just com-
pleted a house which is a credit to both
the people and city, and now the Bap-
tists who own a desirabe lot on Kansas
avenue are determined to "rise and
build." As usual in all such cases, the
ladies' are coming to the front and are
raising funds to carry on the good work.

Mr Edmunds Before the tords.
Senator Edmunds, according to a New

York Herald reporter, has gone to Eng-
land to testify before the Committee on
Privileges of the House of Lords touch-
ing ceitain points of American law. He
said: "My testimony is needed in a civil
suit effecting the title of one ofthe oldest
peerages in England,the income of which
is $80,000 a year. It is that of the Earl
ofLauderdale. The history of the con-
test was published in the newspapers
some time ago. The suit is to be tried in
the House of Lords, in July, and will be
argued before the Committee on Privi-
leges by the attorney-gener- al on one
side and the solicitor-gener- al on the
other, and a great array of legal talent

The case in which Senator Edmunds
is engaged turns on the validity of the
marriage of Sir Bichard Maitland with
Mary McAdam, which was celebrated by
Dr. Ogilvie, of Trinity church (in 1772)
in New York city. The estate is claimed
by two Maitlands, one Major Frederick
Henrv Maitland. of the Bengal cavalry,

("and political agent for Central India. He
ia me uircut ueot;eiiuiii v uu iuu
Maitland. who was adjutant-genera-l of
the North American colony from 1785 to
1772, and the fourth son of the sixth
Earl of Lauderdale. The other claimant
is Sir James Bamsey Maitland, who is a
descendant of the fifth son of the sixth
Earl.

If the House of Lords 'comes to the
conclusion that Mary McAdam was law-

fully married to Sir Bichard Maitland,
and that her children were born in law-

ful wedlock, then Sir Frederick will be-

come the next Earl of Lauderdale. If
the decision is against the validity of the
marriage, then Sir. James will succeed.
It is in regard to this marriage and to the
laws and customs in force in the colo-

nies at the time, that Senator Edmunds
has been summoned to give testimony
before the law lords.

Holton Signal: "Will cheat grow?" is
a question often asked by farmers. E. J.
Pullen, of Larkin, after making a thor-
ough investigation, contends that it will.
He planted some wheat and cheat to-

gether and the other day exhibited to
us sprouted seeds ofboth.

.Manhattan Mercury; The Baptist de-

nomination have perfected arrangements
to build a parsonage iust west of the
church. Work will be commenced at
once.
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STILL TO

MORGAN & DANN,
Have just received their Fall and Winter Stock of

Dry Goods and Notions.

We Have the Largest and Best Selected Stock of

CapSiGloves, Underwear Blankets

EVEE BBOUGHT

-- OUB

FLANNELS
CANNOT BE

Come and Examine Our Stock.

WE ALSO HAVE THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

GROCERIES
I3ST THE OITT.

WE WILL NOT

MORGAN

WA-KEEN- Y,

TO THIS CITY.

OF- -

to

7.oo
6.oo

AT- -

,

Go for it is the
ever

on

Rock Lump,
Rock Springs Nut,

FOR

THE FRONT!

JTTST BEOBIVBD

STOCK

SUITINGS
EXCELLED.

No Trouble Show

BEUNDERSOLD

& DABI;

kaistsas.

$6.oo

WHEAT AND

ELLSWOJRTH.

ELLSWORTH'S
100,000 FEET BF LUH6EB.

and Look Before Buying,
Best Brought to This

Market.

Plenty of Corn, Oats and General Feed. Best
of Coal always Hand.

BIG REDUCTION IN COAL
Colorado,

Springs

CASH PAID

&

Hoods.

RYE.

Remember, that after January 1st, I will
Sell for Cash only. Don't forget it.

.
F. O.
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